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wildflower 


by sailingthenightsea 


Summary 


All the stories warn against going into the woods, warn about creatures hiding 


there. They say there are lilting voices singing from the shadows, promising 
glittering daydreams with sharp teeth. They say the creatures there will take 
you far away to never be seen again. 


There was a boy, the village whisperers, safely in the circle of light, glancing 
over their shoulders at the trees beyond it. There was a boy who strayed too far. 


They say you can still hear his laughter as it’s carried on a breeze, bright and 
wild, like youth frozen in amber, like ghosts falling delicate from the branches. 


(Strange things happen to boys who linger too long beyond the veil. Magic 
infects like a disease, like rot, eating away everything human that lingers, until 
his eyes are an unbroken summer sky blue and there are flowers in his hair and 
he sings with a voice that haunts the shadows.) 


(Here is our story: A boy goes home.) 


Notes 


hello 

fae fic 

some semi graphic violence toward the end but it's mostly fluff 
enjoy 


oh!! couple important notes: tommy is seven, fae don’t have gender, wilbur uses he/him 
pronouns bc tommy does and he wanted to match, techno is wearing this dress and uses 
they/them pronouns bc i said so 


See the end of the work for more notes 


All Tommy knows is keep running. He’s pretty sure the man didn’t follow him into the woods, but 
he’s not stopping to check, so he just keeps running, as fast as his legs will carry him. 


It isn’t until he sees the mushrooms that he tries to stop, but it’s too late and he trips into the circle. 
He freezes, sucking in a sharp breath and hoping, hoping, hoping that nothing happens. Very 
slowly he takes the two steps to get out of the circle, one eye screwed shut and the other just barely 
peeking. 


Nothing happens. He sighs in relief, shoulders dropping from where they’d climbed up by his ears. 


“Hello,” says a smooth, lilting voice from behind him. Tommy jumps and whirls around so fast he 
loses his balance and falls on his ass. 


The man laughs, pushing off of the tree he was leaning back against. He squats down in front of 
Tommy, who scrambles back, heart pounding. 


There is absolutely no way the thing smiling at him is human. It's got sharp teeth and its eyes are a 
burnt swirling gold—no whites or pupils or anything, just gold. It has pointy ears too and what look 
like claws on the hand currently reaching toward him. 


Tommy whimpers and moves further back. He doesn’t wanna be here, he doesn't wanna get eaten 
or taken away forever like the little kids from the stories- 


“Tt’s alright,” the man- thing soothes, tilting his head curiously at him. Tommy briefly wonders 
what the consequences of biting the clawed hand would be, but the thing seems to catch his train of 
thought and withdraws the offending limb. 


“Are you out here all alone, little one?” it asks and Tommy just glares. He can’t remember the 
rules for fair folk, but he’s pretty sure talking is a bad idea. Maybe. Probably. 


The thing is... it’s really pretty, though. Unnaturally so with its soft brown curls and antlers 
twisting up from them, crowned with a circlet of wildflowers. And with it’s perfectly symmetrical 
face and just ever so slightly crooked nose. 


It looks like... like a prince or something. Like it can be trusted- 


No, nope, nuh uh. No way is Tommy dumb enough to fall for that. He shakes his head to clear the 
traitorous not-his thoughts clinging to his mind like glittering water droplets. 


“Stop messing with my head,” Tommy says before remembering he isn’t supposed to be talking. 


Luckily for him though the thing’s eyes crinkle up in amusement instead of killing him or eating 
him or whatever fae even do. “You’re an odd little thing, aren’t you?” it asks, laughter like bells 
accompanying it’s voice like music. “Can I have your name?” 


And, oh, Tommy does know that rule. “Fuck you,” he answers and gets more of the little bells in 
return. 


“Fair enough,” the fae says, grinning wide with its pointy teeth. Tommy tries not to shudder. 


He opens his mouth to reply, probably with something ill advised, but then he freezes, eyes leaving 
the strange golden ones to find the place in the trees the familiar distant swearing and crashing is 
coming from. The thing in front of him notices, head turning to glance over its shoulder before 
looking back at Tommy with a hungry grin. 


“Sounds like you could use some help with that,” it offers, but Tommy answers before it can even 
start to move. 


“No,” he says. “No, ve got it. Thanks.” 
It keeps smiling, but it looks a little disappointed. “Very well,” the fae says, and it stands. 


Before it can disappear and leave Tommy in even more trouble, Tommy digs through his bag, 
finding one of the apples that got him into this in the first place and tossing it to the fae. 


It quirks an eyebrow at him and Tommy pushes himself to his feet. “For, uh, for stepping in your 
circle.” Something he can’t name crosses the thing’s face and it makes him shift his weight 
slightly, standing up straighter. “We’re even right?” 


Gold eyes glitter and Tommy shivers. “Yes,” it answers eventually, “your debt is cleared. We’re 
even.” It tilts its head again, eyes flicking over Tommy like it’s looking right through him. “Good 


luck with your angry shopkeep,” it offers, but Tommy just smiles thinly. 


“No thank you,” he says, aiming for politely but landing closer to strained. “I don’t need luck. 
Keep it.” 


The clearing is empty before the bells fade. 


Tommy exhales harshly, and picks his way carefully away from the circle before disappearing 
back into the trees. If he moves quietly enough, he can probably make it back to the village without 
the man noticing him. He muffles a snort with his hands at the thought of the man wandering 
around out here looking for him while he’s already safely back home. 


When he reaches the edge of the trees and steps into the soft glow of lanterns in the fading light of 
early evening, he tells himself that he’!l never think about the thing in the woods again. 


(He lies.) 


He doesn’t mean to find the clearing again. 


It’s been nearly a moon since the incident with the apples and the faerie ring, and since then, 
Tommy has spent enough time struggling through every storybook about the fair folk he can find 
in the little library just in case. He didn’t want to be unprepared if anything like that ever happened 
again, but he certainly didn’t want to repeat that particular experience. It was terrifying. 


So when he glances up and finds the same ring ahead of him he feels his hands start to shake and 
his pulse speed up. He turns right around and starts walking back towards the village. He hadn’t 
even realized how far he’d gotten from the village, but he doesn’t want to think too long about the 
stories that said forests could shift and twist and fold and hide things (and little boys) away forever 
if it wants to. Instead, he just counts his luck for realizing before he got any farther. 


“How’d it go with the shopkeep?” a familiar voice asks and Tommy only barely stops himself 
from swearing. He turns, meeting swirling gold with an unimpressed stare. 


Amusement glitters and Tommy’s starting to think that maybe this thing just thinks everything is a 
joke. But then it is Fair, so maybe it really does. 


“T didn’t step on anything this time,” Tommy says, half a question, half heavy exasperation. 


“No,” the creature replies, stepping forward like a dancer with that same delighted smile showing 
off his teeth, “you didn’t.” Another step, but Tommy holds his ground. “But I saw you passing 
through and thought it would be rude not to say hello to my friend.” Another long step and then it’s 
squatting down in front of Tommy so they’re eye level. “Wouldn’t that have just been so rude of 
me?” It grins wider, but Tommy doesn’t flinch. This thing in front of him can’t do anything so long 
as Tommy plays by the rules. 


So Tommy smiles back, all teeth (duller than the fae’s, but the message is still clear). “I didn’t 
know we were friends,” he says. Then, “Hello.” 


“Hello,” it says, eyes glittering, voice carrying that silver bell laughter. “Of course we are. I don’t 


come to this Side for just anyone, you know.” 


Tommy swears internally. There it is, the debt . A favor Tommy can’t reject because it’s already 
done with. But Tommy knows the game, and he knows how to play. 


“Well, I don’t take time to talk to just anyone either,” Tommy returns. The thing’s grin sharpens. 
“T’m very busy, you know.” 


It laughs, but it’s not the bells this time. This time it’s a brook running over smooth stones, tripping 
over itself. “I’m sure. Busy snagging apples from shopkeeps and tripping into Rings?” 


Tommy scoffs. “You don’t know my life,” he says haughtily. “I’m com-plex and shit. Got layers. 
Like an onion.” He gets another brook laugh and wonders if that’s the real one. 


“Of course,” it says, sharp teeth and a teasing lilt. “Apologies for presuming.” Its eyes glitter and 
Tommy feels something tug in his chest, but he stamps it down. This thing is dangerous. 


He smiles again. “Not forgiven.” Glittering and glittering and glittering. It’s having fun, and, really, 
so is Tommy. 


“Ah, a cruel master,” it laments, teasing, holding out an open palm and Tommy giggles as he gives 
the creature his hand. It presses its forehead against Tommy’s knuckles for a moment before 
looking back up at him. “Won’t you at least give me your name so I may beg pardon properly?” 


“No,” Tommy says, grinning. “I won’t give it. But you can call me Tommy.” 


“Tommy,” the thing says, curling his name like a song, like something pretty and golden and 
precious. “Fitting.” 


“What’s that supposed to mean?” Tommy demands, instantly half offended, but the creature just 
laughs. 


Two hands raise placatingly and eyes glitter with a different sort of danger now. “Nothing bad, I 
swear. Just-” It reaches out and tugs lightly at a golden ringlet. “Tommy,” it says again. “It’s a 
fitting name for a clever wild thing like you.” 


Something flares in his chest and it tastes like pride, but Tommy smothers it. He is stronger than 
being swayed and bought by pretty words from a faerie. This thing probably still wants to eat him. 
It’s just... entertained. Like a cat, playing with its food. 


“Thanks,” he says finally, and it’s way too soft, really, way too genuine. He doesn’t want to notice 
the way the creature’s face softens ever so slightly, creeping in on something real. 


The thing tilts its head. “Aren’t you going to ask my name?” 
Tommy blinks. “Do you want me to?” 
“That wasn’t the question,” it says, amused. 


Tommy rolls his eyes. “Fine, no. Because I’m polite and don’t try to trick people as soon as I meet 
them.” 


It laughs again and Tommy grinds the pride under his heel. “Yeah?” it asks. “How long do you 
wait, then? Two moons?” 


Tommy giggles again. “Yeah, that sounds better.” 


The fae grins and it’s all teeth and danger, but it doesn’t scare him this time and Tommy can’t tell 
if that’s his own instincts or something weird that it’s doing to his head. Maybe it doesn’t matter. 
Maybe he can just... let himself feel this. 


“Alright,” it says, tapping the tip of Tommy’s nose and tilting its head, all gold and bright 
excitement. “See you then.” 


And then it’s ruffling Tommy’s hair before standing. It’s gone before it even reaches its full height. 
Tommy just sighs at the empty forest. 


“You’re really difficult, you know that?” he says to the air, but he hikes his bag up on his shoulder 
and starts the walk back home. 


(He misses the golden eyes that track him from the shadows of the undergrowth. The fox watches 
as the boy squeezes through a hole into the crawl space beneath one of the houses at the edge of 
the village. It watches as the boy scarfs down half a loaf of bread and falls into a fitful sleep before 
disappearing back into the trees.) 


The third time comes, as promised, two moons after Tommy first stumbled into the Ring. 


This time, though, begins with a wet nose snuffling at Tommy’s hair far too early in the morning. 
The boy groans loudly, pushing at the offender blindly and burying his face into the crook of his 
arm. Unfortunately, his attacker is not dissuaded and goes for the kill. 


The wet swipe of a tongue on his ear sends Tommy halfway across the crawlspace, wide awake 
and swearing. He wipes frantically at his poor victimized ear and stares at the smug fox with a look 
of deep disgust and utter betrayal. 


“What the fuck,” he asks the animal. He doesn’t get a response, but he doesn’t take it personally. 


It’s at that moment that the owners of the house above them decide to make an appearance. An 
angry face appears through the hole Tommy used as a way inside and spits sharp twisting words 
dripping with venom and vitriol. Tommy scrambles out while they scream, only narrowly dodging 
a swing at his head as he ducks past them and slips through shortcuts and back streets in a half 
blind attempt to just put distance between himself and the angry voices. 


He’s wheezing a little, his side burning in protest, when the fox from before streaks ahead of him 
and takes a turn like it knows where to go. Maybe it’s silly to follow a wild animal through a town, 
but Tommy’s a little lost in the panicked feeling that always comes with raised voices and curled 
fists, so he banks hard and follows the fox out of the streets and into the trees. 


They run hard and Tommy’s half ready to collapse mid step when suddenly the fox is gone and he 
stumbles to a stop. Underneath him, his legs tremble at the task of holding his weight and he’s 
starting to feel his throat grow thick and his vision blurs as his eyes fill with tears he doesn’t want 
to shed. He wraps his arms around his middle and sniffs, trying to blink the tears away but only 
succeeding in sending them trailing down his cheeks. A hiccupping sob splits the noisy silence of 
the forest when the fox doesn’t reappear. He doesn’t wanna be alone. He’s- he’s a big kid and he’s 
smarter than every adult ever, but, but - 


He really, really doesn’t wanna be alone. 


Crying doesn’t help anything, but he can’t make himself stop. He tries to swallow the sobs, but 
they bubble up anyway, spilling over with the tears now dripping off his chin onto his dingy shirt. 
His throat hurts and his head feels stuffy, but he scrubs fruitlessly at his eyes and tries to breathe, 
fighting hiccups and blubbering sobs. He can find the fox if he looks. He knows he can, so he 
wipes at his eyes again, harshly this time and then takes a few unsteady steps forward. 


His legs are shaking so bad that they buckle underneath him and he lets out a strangled sort of yell, 
but he never hits the ground. Instead, steady strong arms catch him and pull him up into a warm 
chest, holding him in a way he pretends someone would if he were the kind of kid parents love. 
Tommy’s a big kid and he can take care of himself, but he buries his face into the familiar scent of 
honeysuckle and lavender and earth and he cries. 


The faerie just holds him, whispering pretty words that glitter and shine into Tommy’s curls. 
Tommy fists his fingers into the impossibly expensive fabric of its clothes when he feels the thing 
start to move, but it makes no move to let go. It only sits against the trunk of an oak tree and rocks 
Tommy gently while he sobs and snots on the intricately patterned golden silk of its pretty vest. 
This is a creature that’s supposed to be cold and cruel and inhuman, but it cradles him like he’s 
worth something, like he’s precious and deserving of this gentle kindness. 


“You're alright, little one. You’re safe here, I swear it. No one can hurt you. No one would dare.” 
The monster from every story, the warning in every tale, it presses the softest kiss to the crown of 
Tommy’s head. “/’// protect you ,” it whispers in a long forgotten tongue, something delicate and 
shimmering wrapping unseen around its throat with the vow, binding it to the boy in its arms. 
Without a moment of hesitation, the fae seals it: “Until the end of time, Iam yours.” 


In common, just loud enough for Tommy to hear it, the fae says, “Wilbur,” and the vow becomes a 
tangible thing, invisible to the boy, but there, forever there. 


Tommy hiccups and shakes and cries and cries and cries. And Wilbur holds him. 


(Here is the place where nothing will ever be the same again.) 


“Am I boring you?” Wilbur finally asks when Tommy yawns for the third time in a row. Golden 
eyes glitter, amused, teasing, and under that, a kind of soft that builds a desperate sort of ache in 
Tommy’s chest if he lingers on it too long. 


He shakes his head, blinking hard and shaking his head to clear the encroaching fog. When the 
yawn subsides, Tommy says, “No, no, you’re not, really. Please keep going, I promise I’m 
listening.” And he means it, really, really, really. He could listen to Wilbur tell stories all day and 
all night and forever. He weaves words like paints on a canvas, rolling strokes in lyrical prose, 
building a little world in the spring air around them. Just for the two of them, just for Tommy to 
hold tiny and delicate in his dirty cupped palms. 


But Wilbur doesn’t pick up the fallen threads of his tale, instead leaning in to inspect Tommy 
closer. He frowns after a moment and then leans back into his own space again. “When was the 
last time you slept?” 


Tommy instantly drops his gaze. “Last night,” he answers and it’s not a lie, but it sorta is. 


Of course, Wilbur catches it. He narrows his eyes at him. (Tommy can’t see it where he’s looking 
at the ground, but he can feel it.) “For how long?” 


“T got chased out again,” he mumbles at the blade of grass he’s twisting around his finger. “Bad 
luck.” 


Wilbur makes a low growling noise and Tommy might’ve flinched last moon, but now he knows 
the thing sitting with its legs folded across from him well enough to know its anger is never 
directed at him. Still, though, Tommy keeps his eyes locked on the little piece of grass. No matter 
how much he trusts Wilbur, there is still some element of shame . He’s not- Tommy’s not good 
enough, not for other people at least. Wilbur likes him, though, and that’s plenty for Tommy, but 
he still worries that maybe Wilbur will see how the rest of the world treats Tommy, how humans 
treat him and realize that Tommy’s- Tommy is broken, dirty, useless. 


He worries, too, that if he ever accepts Wilbur’s offers of home and family, if he ever steps foot on 
Their Side, Wilbur will see that Tommy doesn’t shine and glitter like Wilbur does. He will finally 
realize that Tommy’s golden curls are dull with dust and grease and his clothes are threadbare and 
hanging off his frame. 


But Wilbur is here for right now and this space, this peace is just for them. So Tommy chooses to 
be here instead of trying to be in the later, trying to peek ahead to the end of the story with worries 
and a bitten bloody lip. 


Wilbur reaches out with a tutting sound and swipes the little beads of blood welling up away. 
“What’s worrying you so, sundrop?” he murmurs, pulling Tommy into his side so he can wrap his 
arms around him. 


Tommy lets out a sigh and tips his head onto Wilbur’s shoulder. “Nothing that matters,” he 
answers softly, sleep tugging at his voice, turning his words heavy and slow like honey. 


“Everything you think matters,” Wilbur counters, tapping his nose and getting a sleepy smile in 
return. 


Tommy hums, blinks heavily. “Don’t wanna think about it,” he says and Wilbur hums back the 
same note in acceptance. 


“You could sleep if you like.” It’s a quiet offer, light and unburdened by hidden meanings or 
tricks. It’s genuine and it’s something Tommy shouldn’t trust. 


Wilbur’s fair—he’s not human, he’s not kind. He doesn’t offer sanctuary to lonely little boys 
without wanting something in return. He doesn’t love them. He doesn’t bow to them. 


But Wilbur does. He doesn’t, he isn’t supposed to and he shouldn’t, but he does anyway without a 
care in the world for how confusing it is for Tommy when he’s only managed to snatch a handful 
of hours of sleep over the last several days. 


It’s a step, this, a clear one. Unmistakeable. It’s something Tommy won’t be able to take back, this 
blatant show of trust. He knows better than to show this kind of weakness. 


“Stay?” Tommy asks, barely there and stripped raw with the way the world around him is floating 
around him, untethered and distant, slipping like a dream through his fingers. 


“Always,” Wilbur vows. 


So Tommy curls up on the moss beside the thing he’s supposed to fear, but thinks he loves instead, 
and he closes his eyes. 


A featherlight kiss settles itself on his temple and Wilbur murmurs against it, “I would be at your 
side as long as you would have me. There is nowhere else in the world I could wish to be.” 


“T love you too,” Tommy mumbles and slips away into shimmering dreams. 


(Wilbur stays the whole time, humming softly as he weaves flower crowns with nimble fingers. 
When Tommy wakes, it is the first time in a very long time he is allowed to wake slowly.) 


Tommy runs fingers absently through the fox’s soft fur. The movement is grounding, settling 
something in him, quieting the racing of his thoughts. 


Wilbur asked again if he wanted to meet his family, and Tommy dodged the question without 
much grace, practically stumbling over his excuses and stomping on Wilbur’s toes. And yet, 
Wilbur had allowed him to duck out of the conversation and shifted to the fuzzy weight in his lap 
not long after. 


It’s... not that Tommy doesn’t want to meet them. He just- he doesn’t want to lose Wilbur yet and 
nobody’s family has ever liked him before, so he can’t really imagine this time being any different. 


Wilbur shifts to press closer to his hand as Tommy scratches behind his ears. He smiles a little at 
the movement, but it doesn’t make his anxieties any quieter as they churn like rushing water over 
jagged stones. 


There’s a part of Tommy that wants to ask if they could just stay like they are right now forever. If 
they could stay in this little world in the trees that belongs just to them. Maybe it’s selfish, wanting 
to keep Wilbur all to himself, but he’s scared and he’s a little desperate. 


And Wilbur is the first thing to ever belong to him, so he wants to keep it, he wants to keep this. He 
doesn’t know how to go back to being alone. 


There’s nothing tying Wilbur to him, to this thing like family gently blooming in the quiet. There is 
no real reason Wilbur should even want to stay. 


He has so far, but that doesn’t mean it’ Il last. 


The fox in his lap becomes a sharp toothed thing watching him curiously through strange molten 
gold eyes. The fur his fingers had been buried in becomes soft brown curls, the antlers absent this 
time, and Wilbur hums when Tommy continues scratching lightly through the locks. 


“You’re thinking too loud,” he murmurs sleepily and reaches up to stop Tommy from chewing on 
his lip any more than he already has. “This’ll never heal if you don’t leave it be,” he says lightly. 


“Why are you still here?” Tommy asks before he can swallow it. 


Wilbur blinks, suddenly more awake. His face twists into confusion and concern and he sits up. 
“What does that mean? Why wouldn’t I be?” 


And Tommy really doesn’t want to do this, doesn’t want to be the one to show Wilbur all the 
reasons that he’s not worth loving, but, well, it’s really only fair, right? To warn him? To tell him 
everything he needs to know and hope he doesn’t start running or yelling or- 


Tommy loves Wilbur, so, so much, but it isn’t right to love someone and lie to them, he thinks. So 
Tommy can warn him, he will warn him, so no one else has to. And maybe, maybe then Wilbur 
won’t be so angry with him, maybe he’Il even stay, but that’s never happened before and even just 
thinking it feels childish and silly. 


Resolve comes with despair and Tommy can’t stop the tears from slipping quietly down his cheeks 
and the yawning aching darkness that opens up in his chest. Wilbur makes a soft, stressed noise in 
the back of his throat and reaches forward to cup Tommy’s face in his slender musician’s hands, 
swiping away the tears with the pads of his thumbs. 


“Oh, sundrop,” he murmurs, voice as gentle as always. “What’s the matter, dearheart? What is it?” 


And Tommy takes one shuddering breath in a fruitless attempt at settling his nerves before opening 
his mouth. “I’m- I’m not lovable,” he says and flicks his eyes away from Wilbur’s face, missing 
the rage and sorrow swirling like a storm there. ““No one wants me, Wil. No one ever has. I’m loud, 
and- and I’m selfish and I take so much I’m like a parasite.” He spits the last word like it’s poison, 
exactly the same way it had been spat at him. He’s not really sure what it means, but he knows it 
must be true with the number of times he’s had it hurled at his head or thrown at his feet. “I’m not 
good enough to be loved,” Tommy says, and he knows it’s true even as Wilbur drags him into his 
chest, holding desperately onto him, fingers fisted in Tommy’s ratty clothes like he’s afraid that 
he’ ll disappear. “And I don’t understand why you haven’t left yet. Everyone always leaves and it’s 
always my fault.” 


“T’m not gonna leave, Tommy,” Wilbur says, voice strained with something and Tommy can’t help 
but think it’s a lie. 


He buries his face further into Wilbur’s chest. “Everyone leaves,” he says again. 


“Not me,” Wilbur vows, but Tommy doesn’t know how to believe the weight behind it. He doesn’t 
know how to be loved. “Not me, not ever.” 


Tommy’s crying in earnest now, pathetic heaving sobs and he wants to trust this, but he can’t, he 
can’t. “Please don’t leave me,” he begs. “Please, please- I don’t wanna be alone, please. I don’t 
want- I wanna stay, please, please, I wanna- I wanna-” but then he’s gasping too hard to get the 
words out and it doesn’t matter because he didn’t know what he was begging for anymore. He just 
doesn’t want Wilbur to let him go, so he holds onto him like a lifeline. 


He’s not sure how much time passes, but eventually there’s a soft song wrapping around him and 
slowly he calms down enough to breathe. It’s Wilbur singing, and Tommy can’t make out the 
words, but the sound is something that weaves safety and love into something almost tangible. 


Tommy pulls back and Wilbur stops singing. The magic of it fades, but the warmth in his chest 
keeps burning bright and gentle. 


“What was that?” Tommy whispers because the quiet feels delicate now. 


Wilbur brushes his fingers through Tommy’s hair and Tommy leans into the touch. “My voice,” he 
says, and Tommy frowns, confused. “Fair song is... It’s hard to explain, but it carries feelings and 
can make others feel them. You weren’t calming down, so I just. Gave you mine.” 


Blue eyes go wide. “Oh,” he says softly. 


“Yeah,” Wilbur says lightly, tapping the tip of his nose and grinning when Tommy scrunches it up 
in response, “oh.” He tugs Tommy back into a hug, propping his chin on his head. “I told you, 
Tommy, I’m not going anywhere. I love you, I'll always love you.” 


“T’ll meet them,” Tommy blurts before he can think better of it. Wilbur pulls back, frowning, 
confused before it clicks and he softens. 


“Oh, Tommy, if that’s what you were worried about, you don’t have to meet them. Not now, not 
anytime soon, or not ever if you don’t want to.” 


“No, I do, I want to, but- what if they don’t like me?” 


Wilbur snorts. “Tommy, they’re going to adore you. But if it would make it easier, maybe you 
could meet them when they’ re shifted?” 


Tommy blinks. “Are they foxes too?” 
“A boar and a crow.” He grins and Tommy matches him. 
“Okay,” he says. “Yeah, okay. I can do that.” 


(It is trust, bold and timid and new.) 


“Oh my god,” Tommy breathes, bouncing up and down, clapping his hands together. He’s smiling 
so wide that his cheeks almost ache, but he so doesn’t care. “Oh my god, Wil, he’s so cute.” 


Wilbur laughs (the brook laugh, the real one) and the boar huffs, flopping onto the grass where 
there’s a patch of sunlight and closing his eyes. The crow lands in the mess of curls that is 
Tommy’s hair and he squeals, giggling so hard he half falls onto the ground, making the bird flutter 
up before resettling back into his hair. 


“Can I pet them?” Tommy asks, summer sky blue eyes bright and glittering. He flaps his hands a 
bit when Wilbur nods before carefully reaching out to touch the coarse hair on the boar’s back. It 
isn’t as soft as Wilbur’s fur, but it’s not as prickly as Tommy expected. He looks up excitedly and 
Wilbur’s just watching him with something careful and warm and delicate. 


Something almost painful seizes up in Tommy’s chest and the same must happen to Wilbur 
because suddenly he’s disturbing the crow picking lightly through Tommy’s hair (he doesn’t have 
bugs, thank you very much, so the bird is just gonna be disappointed, but the feeling is nice so 
Tommy doesn’t say anything) by dragging Tommy into his arms and kissing his cheek with 
enthusiasm bordering on aggressive. 


Tommy yells out in protest, but it’s quickly swallowed by an indignant squawk and loud giggles. 
He lets Wilbur squeeze him because it relieves the feeling in his chest enough to give him the 
space to breathe. 


“T love you,” Wilbur half shouts, half sings, laughter ringing through the clearing. “I love you, I 


love you, I love you.” He rocks them both back and forth the whole time until Tommy finally has 
to start fighting back for his reputation. 


The boar just watches them with one eye while the crow hops around the grass like it wants to join 
in, but can’t. It ends up settling on the boar’s head, but it still doesn’t stop shuffling its wings. 


When Tommy finally escapes Wilbur’s grasp, he rolls away to lay on his back, chest heaving as he 
catches his breath. 


The sky above him peaks through the branches with a gentle fondness. There are no clouds, and 
Tommy smiles because this is real. This is real and he can keep it. 


(And if he falls asleep, hours later, surrounded by fae, two shifted and one with his arms wrapped 
around Tommy like they mean home, then it is because this is the safest place he knows.) 


When the man shouts, Tommy shoves the loaf of bread into his bag and runs. He realizes he has a 
real problem when he’s three sharp turns down side streets and the man is still following him too 
close for comfort. 


He runs as hard as he can, but his lungs ache and his heart is pounding louder than his feet are 
against the dirt of the roads. There’s a moment where he’s almost home free, but then he makes a 
wrong turn and then he’s staring into a dead end, skidding to a stop to try and make a run for it the 
other way. 


He makes it three steps before a hand closes around the fabric of his shirt and yanks him back. The 
force of it makes Tommy stumble, but then the man has him by the shirt again, pulling him up so 
his toes barely touch the ground. 


“Fuckin’ street rat,” he spits, shaking Tommy a little, making his teeth knock together. “Nothing 
but a pest and a thief.” 


With his free hand, he finds the loaf of bread that Tommy had grabbed and he sneers as he shoves 
it close to Tommy’s face. 


“You think you can steal from me?” the man asks and Tommy swallows the frantic apologies 
threatening to spill from his mouth. He won’t be sorry for trying to eat and he won’t cry. Not 
because of some bully. 


The man throws the bread to the ground and it lands in a dirty puddle left over from the rain 
yesterday. Tommy feels the ache of tears in his throat, but he can’t cry, he will not cry. 


“Useless,” he says and Tommy tries not to feel the weight of the condemnation around his neck. 
He throws Tommy down into the same puddle as the stupid fucking loaf of bread. If the tears slip 
down his cheeks then, covered in dirt and mud and stagnant water, then nobody has to know. 
“You're useless,” he taunts, spitting at Tommy, and the boy just takes it. “All you do is steal from 
hardworking people. No wonder no one’s ever wanted you, selfish little brat.” 


You’re wrong, Tommy thinks, as indignant rage flares up in him, turning his face red and clenching 
his fists. “You’re wrong,” Tommy says because he knows that it’s true. He is wanted, he is loved. 


No one can take that from him, not anymore. “Someone does want me.” 


“Yeah?” the man asks, laughing. “Then where are they? If they wanted you so much, why aren’t 
they here with you?” 


And Tommy hates the little cold thread of fear that curls under his ribs. He hates the little voice 
that says, he’s right, you know, if they loved you, they would be here with you. 


“Shut up,” Tommy tells them both, but the man just laughs, cruel and loud. 


“Come on, then, prove me wrong. Call for them, call for your family, see if they really give a shit 
about you.” He’s grinning at the outrage and the hurt that twist across Tommy’s expression and 
Tommy hates him. He hates him and hates him and hates him. 


And he hates the angry tears tripping down his face, making him look like a pathetic child. 


Most of all, though, Tommy hates the way he fears that maybe Wilbur wouldn’t come. He hates it, 
so he swallows it and he glares at the man and he keeps his mouth shut. 


But that ends up being a terrible mistake and there’s a boot slamming into his ribs, causing him to 
cry out and curl up. The man kicks him again and then again, yelling at him to call for his family, 
yelling at him for lying, for stealing, for existing. 


And Tommy’s afraid. He’s curled up as tightly as he can manage, hiccuping sobs rattling his 
screaming ribs. 


In the end, Tommy doesn’t so much call for Wilbur to come save him as he does desperately say 
his name over and over, broken by the heaving gasping shards of his breath. 


The blows stop with a strangled sound from above him and the sound of something heavy being 
slammed against the stone wall of one of the buildings bordering this alley. There’s a dangerous, 
familiar snarl that sounds over the pathetic whimpering pleas of the man. 


“Don’t hurt me,” he cries, and Tommy, somewhere distantly, hopes he’s got tears and snot 
dripping down his face like a big baby. “Don’t, please don’t hurt me. I'll give you anything. I- ’ve 
got money-” 


But Wilbur just laughs, low and dark and deadly. It’s a sound that sends a chill up Tommy’s spine 
even after all the time he’s known him, something in his brain screaming predator, screaming 
threat danger run run run. Only Tommy isn’t afraid of him, not really. The man is, though. He’s 
terrified. 


A familiar snuffling grunt sounds next to Tommy’s ear and he can feel the warm breath blow his 
hair. The boar, Tommy realizes, opening his eyes just enough to see the unnatural white ones 
staring back at him with a depth that is impossible for an animal. It looks worried and relieved and 
gentle. 


Tommy makes a broken keening sound as he lunges forward, wrapping his arms tightly around the 
boar’s neck. He doesn’t ever want to let go again, he doesn’t ever want to see this village again or 
sleep under houses or steal food and get the shit kicked out of him for it. He wants safety and home 
and family. He wants to fall asleep in Wilbur’s arms and he wants there to always be someone 
close by to run their fingers through his hair or hug him close to their chest or tell him how much 
they love him. 


Gods above and below, Tommy just wants to be loved. 


The man is begging louder and more desperate now, sobbing harder than Tommy had been when 
he was hurting him. Tommy can’t bring himself to care, really, as he hears something wet splatter 
into the dirt and the man screams. 


He’s exhausted suddenly, and keeping his eyes open feels like a monumental effort. It already kind 
of feels like he’s dreaming, so Tommy Just lets his eyes flutter closed and when he feels the boar 
shift and arms cradle him close to a chest that wasn’t there before, he just leans his head on their 
shoulder and listens to Wilbur tell the man exactly what he did wrong and exactly what he’s going 
to do to him in return. 


If he smiles into the silk shirt against his cheek when Wilbur growls, “That boy is mine. How dare 
you lay your filthy hands on him. How dare you,” then that’s his own business. 


Steady, measured steps carry him out of the alley and then out of the village into the forest that 
used to hold all of Tommy’s nightmares, into the forest that has become more like safety than 
anywhere else Tommy has ever known. 


The noisy quiet of the trees surrounds them and eventually the creature holding him places him oh 
so gently against the trunk of an old gnarled oak. Tommy opens his eyes with great effort to meet 
worried white ones kneeling in front of him. 


“Where are you injured?” they ask. 


Tommy groans. He doesn’t want to be awake, he wants to go to sleep and he wants Wilbur and, 
and, and- 


“Wilby,” he mumbles, halfway between a demand and a desperate pleading. 


The fae’s frown deepens. “Wilbur’s taking care of the thing that touched you right now. He’ll 
catch up soon. But right now, I need to know where you’re hurt.” 


Tommy pouts, but he cooperates anyway because it’s nice, being cared about. “My ribs hurt when 
I breathe,” he says softly, a little whiny, but it hurts, and the fae just hums sympathetically even as 
something dark and dangerous flickers over his expression. Hands flutter lightly over him, not 
touching, but like they’re worried. Guilt sinks in like a sick feeling and he swallows it, the taste 
bitter and lingering behind his teeth. “It’s nothing, really,” he mumbles, more than a little ashamed 
that he acted like a baby about it. Stupid hot tears well up again and he scrubs them away 
furiously, but then slender fingers curl gently around his wrists, pulling them away from his face. 


“Stop that,” the fae says, frowning at him. 


Tommy forces out a harsh breath, trying to lock himself away as quickly as possible, but then there 
are more pathetic tears spilling over and he chokes on a sob he can’t bite down on. With his wrists 
still in the careful hold, Tommy curls in on himself, fighting and failing to get control over his 
breathing. It isn’t until he’s stammering through a shattered apology that the fae speaks again. 


His wrists are released, but then there are fingers tilting his chin up to meet white eyes framed with 
strands of blossom pink hair swaying gently in the breeze. A complicated circlet of blushing 
flowers crown their head and gold drips from their ears and glints in their nose. Tommy goes silent 
and still, holding his breath as he looks back, holding the stare in an attempt to show Wilbur’s 
family that he’s not pathetic, he’s not weak. 


“You’re a child,” they say, tone flat and Tommy tries not to flinch. “You’re allowed to be hurt.” 
They frown deeper. “Breathe.” 


And Tommy does, a jagged wrecked thing. “I’m not hurt,” he says pathetically, trying to pull 
himself into something resembling whole. 


The fae gives him a flat look, reaching out to wipe his tears away, rustling the impossibly delicate 
fabric of their skirts, the pad of their thumb brushing so delicately over his skin like he’s something 
precious, something to be gentle with. Tommy doesn’t mean for the broken whine to slip past his 
lips or to chase the contact, but the fae doesn’t tease him for it. “You,” they say, “are definitely 
hurt. Can I look?” 


“No.” Tommy still knows how to keep himself from getting tangled in this web. He glares, face 
tear streaked and blotchy. “Fuck off.” 


“What will it take for you to just not be difficult?” 
Tommy smiles sweetly. “Die.” 


“Technoblade,” they say, almost bored, and Tommy’s eyes go wide. “My name is yours. Forever.” 
Then they sit up straighter, puffy bell sleeves brushing against Tommy’s scraped up knees, 
something odd crossing their face. “Oh. Oh.” White flicks back to Tommy. “To be known,” he 
mutters, eyes meeting Tommy’s with a fraction of softness, “what a terrifying, lovely thing.” 


“What does that mean?” Tommy half whispers, even as the crow shifts into a warmth behind his 
shoulder, because he felt that and he still feels it. It feels like the gentle gravity drawing him into 
Wilbur and he can’t help but trust it. 


He doesn’t flinch when their hand brushes a curl out of his face, just watches as a dawn bright 
wonder blooms on the creature’s face. “It means that you belong with us.” 


“All of us,” the voice at his ear, the one belonging to swirling oil slick eyes and straw blonde bangs 
falling over them. The smile that greets the slight turn of Tommy’s head is lopsided and real. 
There’s a feather twisted into a braid and antlers like Wilbur’s decorated with ribbons and shiny 
trinkets. “I’m Phil,” they say. “At your service.” 


This time when the tears slip down his face they are followed by Wilbur’s outraged voice. 
“Technoblade,” he shouts and relief rips through Tommy so violently it leaves him off balance. 
“What did you do? Why is my baby crying?” 


Tommy just sobs and reaches for him and Wilbur melts, cooing so, so softly and kneeling down to 
wrap his baby, his baby (and Tommy doesn’t even try to pretend it doesn’t make his heart flip and 
the sobs come harder) up in arms that mean home. 


“Oh, darling,” Wilbur says, soft and warm and so gentle. “Sundrop, blossom, Tommy. I’m so sorry, 
I’m so sorry, | should’ ve been there sooner, you shouldn’t have been there.” He’s shaking harder 
than Tommy is and he’s clinging to him, hands fisted in the fabric of his clothes. 


Wilbur is scared. The realization settles more gently than he expected. It feels like this Jove should 
be the earth splitting open under his feet, but it’s the sunrise, it’s the light filtering in through the 
leaves deep in the forest, it’s safety, warm and constant. 


“Come home with me,” Wilbur asks, hands cupping Tommy’s face lightly. His eyes flick over the 
bruises and the scrape on Tommy’s chin, and there’s a quiet rage and a drowning guilt. It’s 
impossible to miss the blood splattered and stained over him. It’s impossible to miss what it means, 
and Tommy knows. 


Come home with me. Come home, and Tommy reaches up and swipes a fleck of crimson off of 


Wilbur’s jaw. 


“Okay,” he says, and it’s a whisper and a declaration. 


All the stories warn against going into the woods, warn about creatures hiding there. They say 
there are lilting voices singing from the shadows, promising glittering daydreams with sharp teeth. 
They say the creatures there will take you far away to never be seen again. 


There was a boy, the village whisperers, safely in the circle of light, glancing over their shoulders 
at the trees beyond it. There was a boy who strayed too far. 


They say you can still hear his laughter as it’s carried on a breeze, bright and wild, like youth 
frozen in amber, like ghosts falling delicate from the branches. 


(Strange things happen to boys who linger too long beyond the veil. Magic infects like a disease, 
like rot, eating away everything human that lingers, until his eyes are an unbroken summer sky 
blue and there are flowers in his hair and he sings with a voice that haunts the shadows.) 


(Here is our story: A boy goes home.) 


End Notes 


hello!! lovely to see u here leave kudos to feed the birds and a comment to feed me 
NEW! join my discord for extra secret content and faster update alerts! 
twitter :] 


LINKS TO ART!! 

techno in The Dress 

here is the original drawing done when i first described the fic idea and also the reason 
wilbur has gold eyes :) 

tommy design <3 

final paragraph 
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